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One shot 


| had heard the rumblings and dismissed them. | heard other people say we were spending too much time 
together. Hell, we'd done another album at my house previously, why was this one so different? | watched my 
band mates as they interacted with each other. Chris and Nate sat on the sofa together, Nate reading a 
newspaper, Chris talking animatedly, seemingly to nobody, but Nate would nod and "uh huh" in all the 
appropriate places. Taylor was looking at his laptop and giggling about whatever he was looking at. Most likely, 


porn. Spending too much time together? This was my family, we were all family to each other. 

And we were packed in tight here in this room, | had to shimmy past the chair Taylor was perched in to reach 
the sound board and every time | did it, he smacked my ass. Every time anybody did it, he smacked an ass. | 
prepared for it as | pushed off the door frame and ventured toward the chair in front of the desk. Just as | 
was expecting a stinging wallop, | felt a gentle cupping instead. 

"Hey, baby." He said with a wink 


"Hey, lover." | returned his wink. 


"So, what do you think, guys? Should D let me put it in his ass?" 


"Nol" Chris acted appalled. 

"Thank you, Chris. T, you are one sick bastard" | told him. 

"He should let me put it in his ass" Chris said to Taylor. 

Taylor howled with laughter and leaned forward to high-five Chris. 
"Dick" | muttered and turned around to work 


After a few moments, | felt soft fingers dive into my hair, stroking upwards from my neck. "What are you 
working on?" A throaty whisper in my ear. 


My body involuntarily quaked. 
"T! Come on! Not in front of the others! How many times have | told you that?" 
‘Sorry, honey." 


"So," Chris began, standing up and took three steps to stand on the other side of my chair. "I gotta know. I've 


known you fuckers for over ten years. Are you fucking or not? Tell us, once and for all’ 

"Taylor would like us to be fucking but I'm not done playing hard to get” 

"He ain't playing hard to get. He's just in the closet yet" 

"Why, Chris? Do you want to fuck me?" | asked him as | turned my chair to face him. 

"Yeah, kind of | have always wanted to run my fingers through that stunning hair of yours” 

"What's stopping you?" 

"Well, okay." And he reached for my head and ran his fingers through my hair, gazing down into my eyes. l'm 
not going to lie, his bright blue eyes were captivating and it wasn't until | heard a huff behind me that | was 
able to look away. 

"Dave, | believe we just had us a gay moment" Chris said with a laugh. 


"| believe you wanted to." | retorted with a snort. 


"I believe you haven't answered his question" Nate piped up from behind his newspaper. 


"I believe it's none of your business that we're fucking.” Taylor told him. 

Nate laughed. "THAT we're fucking: There's your answer, Chris." 

Taylor looked briefly confused before he left the room. 

We decided to take a break one particularly sunny afternoon and hit the pool. Chris started a game of Marco 
Polo. T and | made it past him and were standing at the far end of the pool, watching Nate try to sneak past. | 
swear he did it on purpose. He let Chris's fingertips brush against his shoulder and then Chris lunged for him. 
He wrapped his arms around Nate's neck and pushed him into the water. They wrestled and twisted under the 
water for a moment before Chris jumped up with Nate's shorts in his hand. 

"Chris!" Nate screeched. 

Chris laughed and held the shorts up like a trophy. 

"Give them back!" 

"No way, dude." 

And Nate started chasing Chris around the pool. Chris ran up the steps to the patio and Nate was about to 
follow him when he must have suddenly remembered T and | were watching this spectacle. He looked at us and 
sunk back into the water. 

"Oh, stop. It's nothing we ain't seen before." | told him. 

"Chris! Come on!" He whined. 

"Come and get them." Chris challenged him. 

Nate rolled his eyes and finally climbed up the steps and gave me and Taylor a full view of his ass. Chris's 
eyes widened and his mouth fell open. Nate took his shorts from Chris's hand and then got his revenge with 
merely a peck on his cheek. 

"Thanks, honey." 

| was stretched out on the sofa, eyes closed, listening to Nate lay a bass line. After Nate got through another 
song, the door opened and Tay came bouncing through. Nate was in the middle of the next song when Tay 
approached him from behind and bent down, putting his mouth very close to Nate's ear. | watched as his 
tongue flicked past his lips and licked an earlobe. Nate twitched and abruptly stopped playing. He turned to see 


Taylor's face an inch away from his own and his eyes grew before his face flushed. 


"Hello, you gorgeous, ginger-headed freak!" Taylor grinned. 


Nate groaned. "Taylor, come on. Always with the games." 

"Oh, you liar. You love it.” 

"lim working!" 

"You can work on this later!" Taylor said as he stepped around in front of Nate and grabbed his crotch. 

Nate rolled his eyes and with a hand on Tay's hip, he pushed him aside. 

That's when Tay noticed me and grinned. He plopped into my lap, knocking the air from my lungs. 

"Tay! Shit!" 

| laid in bed, staring at the ceiling. It was very early in the morning when | finally turned all the lights off in 
the studio and climbed the stairs to the bedroom. The image of Taylor's tongue touching Nate's ear was stuck 
in my head. What did it mean that | couldn't stop thinking about that moment? Or the way my heart had 
pounded and the butterflies in my stomach had taken a frenzied flight? Nothing, it meant nothing. It was just 
starting to get to me, being couped up in the house all these weeks. | bet the rest of them felt the same also, 
which is why we kept hitting on each other. It was just a game. A game of gay chicken 

In the morning, | found Pat and Chris in the studio, working. 


"Morning, guys. Where are the other two?" 


"Haven't seen them yet. Heard some giggling and rustling going on in Nate's room last night” Pat said very 


matter-of-factly, 
"What?" Chris and | asked in unison. Then we looked at each other. 

| coughed. "Both of them?" 

Pat shrugged. "I think so." 

Chris put his guitar down and jumped to his feet, still looking at me. Why was he giving me that look? 
‘What's the matter?" | asked him. 

"What? Oh, nothing, Nothing, Do you think they really. > 


| shrugged. "| doubt it. Why, would that upset you?" 


| watched his cheeks turn red but he said, "No! No, what are you talking about?" 
"Come on. | have an idea." 


The bedroom Chris was using was right next to Nate's. We crept up the steps and into his room. | closed the 
door behind us and pressed my back against the adjoining wall. 


"Oh, shit, Chris! Yes!" | said loudly, giving him a grin 

A smile crept across his face as he realized what | was doing. He started to yell, "D! Oh, God!" But he sounded 
too far away from me so | grabbed his arm and pulled him closer. He stood in front of me, facing me with his 
hands planted on the wall on either side of my head. His face was right in front of mine. Suddenly, my voice 
was gone. | could only stare at him. 

He gave me a strange look before he groaned. 

"Come on, dude." He whispered. 

"Fuck, Chris, harder!" | yelled. 

He giggled quietly before he yelled my name. 


Suddenly, we heard banging on the wall. "Shut up in there!" Nate yelled. 


We both laughed and leaned into each other. | put an arm around his back and bent my forehead to his 
shoulder. My next volley of grunts were muffled. 


"Good thinking!" Chris said quietly and then attempted to do the same thing but his mouth was against my neck 


and | shivered as those butterflies came to life again. 

"Chris." | muttered. 

"What, not loud enough?" And he did it again, louder. 

"Fuck!" | groaned. Only | meant it this time. 

And that's when we started to hear the same thing from the other side of the wall. 

"Jesus Christ!" | pushed Chris away before he felt me getting hard. | yanked open the door and pounded on the 
door of Nate's room. "Hey! Knock it off in there! Let's get to work!" | barked before | spun on my heel and 


walked away. | did note Chris's bewildered look as he stood in his doorway and watched. 


A few moments later, the three of them entered the studio with sullen, pouty looks on their faces. | pretended 


not to notice and kept working. 
"Hey, you guys?" Chris began tentatively, trying to feel the rest of us out. "Am | the only one that wonders 
why we find it so hilarious to come on to each other? | mean, | have other dude friends but | never act out 


my homo-erotic fantasies with them." 


"Well," Taylor began, suddenly becoming very serious. "those dudes aren't really your friends, then" And then 


he pulled Chris into his arms and quickly kissed his mouth. 
Chris pushed him away and wiped his mouth while Nate and | laughed. 


Chris and Nate and Pat were listening intently as | was telling them a story about how this girl blew me in the 
shower at Madison Square Garden several years ago. 


"Who blew you in the shower?" Taylor asked as he passed through the doorway and put an arm around my 


neck. 

"You did." 

"Damn right, nobody does it better." 

"Yep, Tay, nobody sucks dick better than you." Pat said. 

"Yes!" | laughed and high-fived Pat. 

Pat then turned to the board. "Anybody gonna come with me to go get dinner?" He asked. 
"l'm coming." | replied. 

"In the shower?" Taylor asked with a smirk. 

"Maybe later." 

"But Dave, l'm not coming to your room later." Nate spoke up without lifting his head from his bass. 
Everyone else laughed but | said, "I hate you, Nate." 


"That's not what you said last night. Well, that might be what you said. It's hard to understand you when 
you're biting the pillow." 


"Dudel" Tay laughed and fist-bumped Nate. 


This was my band. Four of the biggest wisecracking closet cases who also happened to be brilliant musicians. | 


was so proud. 


It was after four in the morning when Taylor and | decided to stop fucking around with his drums and get 


some sleep. In the hall, outside my bedroom, he lingered. 

"What's the matter?" | asked. 

"Too much caffeine. | won't be able to sleep." 

"So go back down and play." 

"Nah, my body's tired but my brain is wide awake. I'll just watch TV or something. You go get some sleep." 
"Okay, goodnight baby." 

"Goodnight, lover." And he gave me a peck on the cheek. 

| intended on falling right to sleep. | swear | did. But | couldn't shake the image of Taylor from my brain. Several 
images really. Taylor behind his kit, arms and hair flying everywhere. Then | saw him in the pool, water beading 
down his bare chest. Then | remembered the day he sat in my lap and the day he ran his fingers through my 
hair, the way it sent shock waves through my body. And before | knew it, | had yanked my shorts down and | 
was running my right hand up my thigh, toward the source of that aching knot. Leaning over, toward the 
bedside table, | opened the top drawer and pulled out a small tube of cocoa butter. | squeezed out a liberal 
amount into my hand and then started stroking myself. With eyes clenched shut, images of Taylor spurred me 
on. 

"Hey, D?" Taylor asked a split second after | heard the door open 

"Shit!" | yelled and flopped over on my side, away from him. 


"Oh! Oh, Fuck, man! Sorry!" 


| waited for him to leave and listened for the latching of the door handle again. When | didn't hear it, | turned 


to look over my shoulder. He was still standing there, looking at me 
"What are you doing? Leave!" | shouted at him. 

"D?" Very softly. 

"Tay, go" 


But he was creeping closer instead of leaving. He was on the bed now, on his knees, leaning toward me. 


"Tay" | breathed, my voice shaking. "Go." 


With a hand on my hip, he coaxed me down, onto my back, again. | had one of my hands cupped around my 


cock and balls. Without a word, he pushed my hand aside and a small grin appeared on his lips. 
"| gotta know one thing.” He began, as his eyes flicked up toward mine. "Who were you thinking about just now?" 


My eyes darted back and forth, looking into one of his, then the other. | was about to tell him the truth when 


one more thought swirled around in my brain. Taylor was fooling around with Nate. 
"Nobody. | wasn't thinking about anyone. Just jerking off, you know, so | could pass out and get some rest” 
"Oh." And he slipped away from me, off of the bed. "Sorry, dude. Goodnight" 


The gay chicken game stopped quite abruptly after that night. Perceptively, nothing else had changed. We were 
still a family, we were still close but nobody, not even Chris or Nate, wanted to act out homo-erotic fantasies 
anymore. And | remembered to lock my bedroom door from then on. | missed the game. | missed Taylor's 


touch, playful and teasing though it was. | wondered if he and Nate were still sneaking around together. 


| had tried to jerk off but the thought of him with Nate kept creeping back into my head. In the quiet stillness 
of the night, | heard a loud grunt and then a thud, like something falling to the floor. Pulling my shorts back up 
onto my hips, | swung my legs off the bed and stood up. Very slowly and quietly, | crept down the hall, toward 
the place where the noise came from; Nate's bedroom. Oh God, he and Taylor were fucking. The grunts and 
groans and bed creaking had a perfect rhythm and | stood outside the door, listening. My chest was heaving, 
there were beads of sweat on my forehead, my hands were clenched into fists. What the hell was | doing, 
standing outside the door, creeping on my band mates having sex? And that's when | realized what was 


happening to me. My heart was breaking. 

| heard the sliding door downstairs open and close. The soft padding sound of bare feet crossing to the 
staircase. | wasn't going to make it back to my room in time! Shit! So | pretended | was heading down the 
stairs, to the kitchen or something. But | froze, hand on the banister, one foot in mid air. Taylor was at the 
bottom of the steps. 

"What?" | sighed with relief. "Tay?" | looked from him to Nate's door. If its not Taylor in there, then..Chris? 
"What's up? What are you doing?" He asked, 


"LI thought you were in there? Aren't..weren't you..2" 


"What? Dude, what is wrong with you?" He climbed the steps toward me until he reached the top and we were 
eye To eye. 


"I thought you and Nate were...” 


He threw back his head and laughed loudly and | lunged at him, wrapping one arm around his neck and covering 


his mouth with the other hand. "Shh! There's someone in there with him and they're fucking." | whispered. 
His eyes bugged out and he pulled away from me and crept toward Nate's door. He leaned an ear against it and 
held his breath. "Oh my God!" He mouthed and put his hands over his mouth. We stood still as statues, 


listening to Nate and his mystery lover. 


We could tell they were getting close to finishing by the way the grunts and groans got louder and faster and 
we finally heard Nate yell, "Oh fuck me, Shiflett!" 


Taylor and | looked at each other, shocked as hell, before he started cracking up. | grabbed his wrist and pulled 


him into my bedroom and closed the door and locked it. 
"Shh! Shut up, shut up, shut up!" | hissed. But he couldn't stop giggling and pretty soon, | was giggling also. 


"Can you believe that? | never would have thought they'd hook up before.." He stopped speaking and laughing 
and stared at the floor. 


"Before what?" | asked. 


He was silent, his bare toes digging into the carpet. Finally, he looked up at me. "Before us.” 


